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"And I want to remain single," she broke in, "for a long, long
time. First I want to study law and go into the diplomatic service."

"A modern woman," I remarked.

" It's no use getting married too soon," she said, looking more
beautiful than ever.

We went back to the festival. The shed was still crowded with
people and so was the cellar, chiefly with young people. They drank,
sang, danced, shouted. Boys and girls embraced each other gaily. A
Gipsy was playing a cymbal and a crowd gathered to listen. When
the playing ended, one exuberant fellow let out a wild scream and
two others followed suit, a fourth embraced a girl and they whirled
swiftly around the floor singing. Marenka was there with a group
of her friends, evidently the young intelligentsia of the village, and
they were laughing gaily over their wine. She introduced me to
her young man who was a school teacher in a distant village. As
we walked out of the cellar towards the dance pavilion he drew his
arm around her and said:

" Don't we suit each other well?'*

" Magnificently," I said. We both laughed and Marenka flushed.
We entered the dance pavilion,

The music was no music but an explosion of rhythmic noise. The
orchestra seemed bent on making earth and sky quake with rhythm.

To me, trying to understand this little land of Czechoslovakia,
this celebration and the unrestrained outpouring of emotion were
further testimony not only to the innate joy but to the innate
democracy of these people. This was a community event* Members
of parliament, school teachers, engineers, physicians, lawyers,
government officials, carpenters, cobblers, peasants, Gipsies, an
author or two, all mingled on terms of unreserved equality* Every
one was himself, and none paid homage to any one else. None held
himself aloof or away or beyond the spirit of the occasion. No one
was superior or inferior- Daily travail and external dangers were
sunk in a common fealty and a common joy. And more than that,
though faces were flushed and eyes glowed with the fire of wine
and passion, there were no altercations, no fights, no harsh words
at all, nothing but jollity and comradeship.

The next morning the sun rose high and warm and save for the